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Cartoons and Comments 


DEAR LADIES, 
TAKE WARNING. 


2% 


RESIDENT TAFT gave some good straight 
talk to the Suffragettes when he rebuked 

a portion of them for hissing. ‘ My dear 
ladies,” he said; #y@u must show yourselves equal to self-govern- 
ment by exercising, in listening to opposing arguments, that degree 
of restraint without which successful self-government is impossible.” 
True and well merited! Let the “dear ladies” but attend a political 





meeting of ma/es, and they will note at once “that restraint” of which 


the President spoke. No 





disrespect “in listening to 
opposing arguments.” No 
interruptions, No cCat- 


fa 4 
calls. Above all, no hiss- ny Bam) |Z ; 
ing. Neverahiss! Such Ws 
perfect decorum, in short, KK wy % » 


prevails that were it not for 
the brass band one might 
almost imagine oneself at 
church. It is by such ex- 
emplary behavior in the 
face of opposing argu- 
ments that men show 
themselves “equal to self- 
government.” The “dear 
ladies” have a lot to learn. 
Ne 

[F Ji Hazen Hype sees 

the New York papers 
these days they must seem 
to him in one particular a 
good deal like the enter- 
taining issues of the Fall of 
1905. They must awaken 
memories in CHAUNCEY 
Depew’s mind also. 

“Ne 

Some of our fellow citi- 

zens get so disinter- 
estedly worked up over 
the fact that American 
outgoing mail is carried in 
ether than American ships 
that we hasten to jot down 
for their cémfort a little 
thought we Happened to 








ing ship subsidies to disinterested 
persons so that ‘hey could afford 
to build boats to carry the mails, 
how would it be if some of the 
battleships, protected cruisers, 
dreadnoughts, and what not that " Sense Brand. 


have always worn! 


ELEPHANT 8 DONKEY = 


OUTFITTERS . 10, UNCLE SAM > 








SOMETHING IN COLLARS? tae 


ONE OF THE PROPRIETORS. — But — er —this is the collar you 


THE DISSATISFIED CUSTOMER.— Yes, I know, but it ain’t 
comfortable any more. It binds me. Guess I'll try that Common- 


the Government is building and maintaining were given the Post-office 
contract P They cost such fabulous sums—these armor-plate doves 
of peace—that it seems a shame to see them sail around the world a 
few times, take part in fleet maneuvers and target practice every so 
often, and then go to rust in some obscure navy yard, out of repair, 
out of use, and out of date. Why not give these floating fortresses, 
in which millions are tied up, something todo? Let them carry some- 
thing when they sail, if it be only souvenir postals. ‘They could stop a 
: day or two here and there 
for target practice with per- 
fect propriety, and think 
> of the money Uncle Sam 
would save in the sub- 
sidy! This saving would 
be particularly appreciated 
by the disinterested per- 
sons aforesaid. 


7: 

Wuen Teppy comes 
marching home 
again, hurrah, hurrah, etc., 
we wonder whether he will 
talk in public like the ex- 
President of the United 
States or the ex-president 
of the Republican Party? 
His successor, WILLIAM 
H. Tart, has been criti- 
cised freely for his wor- 
ship of “party solidarity,” 
but unless we are away off 
in memory Colonel Roose- 
VELT himself, though of a 
very different tempera- 
ment from Mr. Tarr, was 
a good deal of a party 
man upon numerous oc- 
casions. There were times 
when he took what he 
could get via a straight 
’ party line-up rather than 
insist upon a// he wanted 
with the assurance of get- 
ting it through a union of 
Republicans and Demo- 
crats. On his return 
Colonel Rooseve tr will have a 
much more enthusiastic audience 
: if he talks like the ex-President of 
the United States rather than 
the ex-president of the Repub- 

lican Party. 
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DUBLIN. 
AS THE AMERICAN TouRiIst CONFIDENTLY Exprects To Finp It. 
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MOVING-DAY. 


T’S moving-day, and all about 
The rumble of the vans is heard, 
For folks are moving 1n and out 
By vague and restless fancies stirred ; 
But / lean out the window-frame 
And laughter at the world | fling, 
The moving fever is my game— 
(WE don’t intend to move this Spring). 











When I come home from work at night 
I need not talk of “terms”? or “lease,” 
I do not have to “snatch a bite” 
And eat it-from the mantelpiece; 
I do not find my easy chair 
Wrapped up in sugar-sacks and string, 
And bleak disorder everywhere — 
We don't intend to move this 
Spring! 


Let husky “ movers” crack and break 
As many mirrors as they wish; 
Scratch up the furniture and make 
A dozen fragments of each dish; 
Let truckage rates be raised until 
The protests make the welkin ring, 
1 do not have to pay the bill— 
We don’t intend to move this 
Spring! 


Instead in slippered ease I sit 
And ponder on the ways of man 

Who feels that yearly he must flit 
From flat to flat by moving-van; 

And though our landlord’s raised the rent 
And won't repair a single thing, 

My wife and | are well content — 


We don’t intend to move this Spring ! 
Berton Braley. 


BRIGHT SAYINGS OF OUR LITTLE ONES, 
(WITH APOLOGIES TO ALL PUBLICATIONS.) 


eS a mamma!” exclaimed Susie, breathlessly running into the house, .~ 
where she found her mother and asked her excitedly . , 

A teacher in a public school, desiring to impress upon her 
scholars the meaning of the word “distance,” , : 

‘Wee Jamie was very determined that little sister should share 
some candy that Uncle Charles . 

Little Tommy, aged three, was visiting for the first time alone, 
and when his auntie , ; 

“Well,” said Dorothy, stamping her small 
foot, and declaring vehemently , . 









ADULTERATION. 


S tae Song of Sixpence being duly sung, to 
say nothing of the pocketful of rye, 

the pie was opened and the four-and-twenty 
blackbirds which had been baked therein 
began straightway to sing. 

Was not that a dainty dish to set be- 
fore a king? 

At all events his majesty regarded it 
severely. . 

“If blackbirds, why not benzoate of 
soda?” he reflected, and resolved on the spot 
to make the pure-food laws even more stringent 


in their operation. OPEN EVENINGS. 











yr ewery man is for himself, leaving the Devil to take the hindmost, 
the upshot usually is that the Devil gets the whole procession. j 
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. . » Did you ever meet any of his relatives? . . . Would you believe the 
. » Have you a prejudice against a man because he wears side- 
whiskers? . . . Have you read about this case or heardit discussed? . . . Would the fact that the defendant had 
once been convicted of stealing money from a blind man tend to influence your verdict? . . . Do you know 
. Were any of your imme- 







**Do you know the defendant 
unsupported testimony of a policeman? . 


anything about the plumbing business? . . . Do you understand good poetry? . . 


alter in any way your attitude toward capital punishment?"’ etc., etc. 
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MANY ARE CALLED, BUT FEW ARE CHOSEN. 


“THE JOY OF JOURNALIST JONES. peredd pane come se give Wins par. 

ruined! Hurray!” 

HEN Pessimer Jones got back to the office that morning 
from his aeroplane assignment in Manchuria, he found 
in his mail-box a small yellow envelope inclosing a small 

yellow note from a small yellow editor. 

“Great glory! It has come!” exclaimed Pessimer. 

“ Fired at last!” 

He was out of the shop almost before his delighted eye had - 

reached the end of the two typewritten lines which informed him, 

with vivid originality of phrase, that the Morning Mustard would be 
compelled to dispense with his services. 

“Free, free, FREE!” he shouted (to himself). ‘Just what I’ve 
been yearning and striving for all these twenty years! Wonder how 


“Ves,” 


was really nothing else to clasp her in). 
husband! I have come home! - 


I did it? Must have used the name of some fellow whose grand-. 

mother threw water on the Boss’s aunt’s cat. Something:as bad as that, “True. I never thought of that 
surely. They’d 

never fire a man — See Vay 

for faking or in- Le lb. ah { j tll NY 

competency. But oad ee vit | aa 

who cares? It’s ree ME | ay f= iid * 

here! It’s hap- I QW PROS aq | . (yeiy” nf 

pened! And I’m. . so AWN ya y 


free, free, FREE!” 
As he started 
to walk uptown 
with a delicious 
sense of the 
necessity of sav- 
ing carfare, he 
continued his ex- 
uberant musings: 
“The twenty- 
four-hour work- 
ing day may be 
all right, but it 
palls after the six- 
teenth year. Of 
course it’s excit- 
ing to be called 
out o’ bed in 
Honolulu and . 
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diate family ever on trial for a criminal offense? . . . Have you ever served before on a jury? . . 
seen Mr. Kelly, the public prosecutor, before? . . . What to the best of your knowledge is the meaning of the 
word Siphonostomata? . . . Have you any conscientious scruples against a vegetarian diet? . . 
ever brought suit against a public-service corporation? . . . Are you married or single? . . . Does the fact 











. Have you 


. Have you 





But now it’s all over, and I’m 


By this time Pessimer had reached Washington Square, and 
now he began eagerly scanning the numbers on the house fronts. 

“This used to be the place,” he murmured, as he sprang up a 
flight of brown-stones and pulled an ancient bell. 

A gray-haired butstill pretty little woman opened the door timidly. 

“‘Er—is this Mrs. Jones?” inquired Pessimer politely. 


“Darling!” he cried, clasping her in his arms (because there 


“T am your long-lost 


I’ve been fired!” 

She snuggled close to him in an ecstasy of happiness. 

“Why did n’t you write to me?” he asked, fondly reproachful. 
“ Dearest, your salary-check never covered the postage.” 


But who is this man?” 
demanded Pessimer, as 
a woolly animal of the 
genus Rah-rah in ex- 
tremis emerged from 
an inner room. 

Mrs. Jones blushed 


delightfully. “That is 
your son, Pessimer,” 
she said. “He was 


only a baby, you re- 
member, on the night 
of your first assignment 
from the paper. Oh, 
darling, is it really, 
truly true that you 


havebeen fired?” — 


“It is! it is!” 
avowed Pessimer, 
as he clasped the 

Rah-rah to his 
bosom. “I hope 
we three shall be- 
come very well ac- 
quainted. Andnow, 
my dear, what have 
we laid aside against 


sent to Yonkers a rainy day? What 
on an Office ‘tip’ Ee have we saved? 
that the Vander- LA” BE ze 0 oh ptf What is the cash 
bilt baby just cut a ; 7 , oe result, so tospeak, 





tooth. But the gay life 
wearies one after he’s con- 
sorted with the criminal rich 
fora decade. Even the pam- 


THE COCK’S SHRILL CLARION. 


FATHER, IF YouR DAUGHTER’S STEADY IS A LATE STAYER, GivE Him 
A CHANTECLER HINT. 





of our twenty 
years’ endeavor to 


uplift the greatest of all pro- 
fessions ?” 
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Y neighbor’s cat stays out of sight 
Beneath my neighbor’s house all day, 

My chickens squawk from morn till mght, 

My petted spaniel ran away ; 
My horse is nervous—mouths his hay— 

1 do not dare go near my cow; 
My troubles stand in long array— 

Our Willie has an air-gun now! 

























In all the house no window light 

_ Unbroken surface can display, 

My wife is sick in bed from fright, 
The cook has said she will not stay; 

Some fourteen men called in to say 

Their eyes were sore and raised a row 

And talked with tongues that did not pray— 

Our Willie has an air-gun now! 

















I féel my face go pinched and white 
Whene’er I see the doctor’s shay, 


My heart pounds on, my throat grows tight, Dace \ 
I view his passing in dismay ; ly, i, 
For, be his visage grave or gay, K: : "”, W 
: ¢ 


Who knows where Death may strike—or how! 
We have no hold on living—nay ! 
Our Willie has an air-gun now! 


L’ Envol. 








Friend, Iam growing old and gray, 
The mark of care is on my brow; e 
There is the very deuce to pay— 
Our Willie has an air-gun now! 
Chas. C. Jones. 





Wal 


see 


She looked at him and a gleam of womanly pride shone in her 
happy eyes. 

‘Fourteen dollars,” she answered. 

“Fourteen dollars!” exclaimed Pessimer. “Is n’t that great! 
You always were a wonder with money. Why, at the present Cost 
of living, we can survive on that for—let ’s see—how long — before 

I have to go ont and find another job?” 

“Almost an hour and a quarter, 

dear,” beamed Mrs. Jones. 

“Isn't it just too good to be 
true!” 

And together they 
entered the parlor and 
sat on the installment- 
plan chairs which, as the 








COMBINATION, 


M* Ricumuc.—This anti-Trust business is throwing quite a 
scare into our people. 
Mr. BILLyuns.—Yes. The boys won't even make combina- 
tion shots in the club poolroom for fear of being investigated. 








TO ANY COTTAGER. 
UST why you call your snug retreat by mountain, lake, or sea 


thrifty little wife told 
Pessimer, would be all 
paid for in another ten 
years. Chester Firkins. 





oME day there will 

be neither opti- 

mists nor pessimists, and 

that is doubtless what the 

prophet means when he says 

the mists will yet cease to ob- 
scure the truth. 
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THE AGE LIMIT. 
QuicK-LUNCH WAITRESS.— How do you 
like your.eggs, sir? 
HARDENED PaTRON.—In their teens! 





The “ Idlehour ” or “ Restawhile” has often puzzled me; 
For names like that nailed in the front do certainly seem queer 
When half your time is spent in chopping wood out in the rear. 


THE SPIRIT OF AGGRESSION. 


ee Turkey Trot Z7idune useter be such a mild, 
conservative sort of paper, but I notice lately that the editor 
takes the ground that the United States can lick Germany, Japan, 
and England combined, and jest dares ’em ter sail in. 
Back.Lots.—Yes, Turkey Trot’s been dry fer years, but jest 
voted wet a couple of months ago. I tell ye, the press is a purty 
reliable mirror of public. opinion. 

















caning sense of iemesie is the sense of deenee dmotmnaiil by people 
who always want the joke to be at some one else's expense. 








PUCK oe . 





[SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.— The last trump having sounded, there is no 
room inside the gates for three tardy stragglers. St. Peter finally agrees that the soul 
telling the hardest-luck story may euter.]} 


CHAPTER IV. 
How the Company Heard the Tale of Mr. Oscar J. Martin's Grievous 
Affliction. 
(4 hy misfortunes, gentlemen, sprang from Colonel Peabody and my 
spring cold. The cold really was a snoozer. It was born in 
a February thaw which set many a stronger man than myself referring 
to snow as “sdow” and calling thermometers “therbobeters.” 

But my affliction affected not only my pronunciation but my 
pocket-book. 

As I said to Colonel Peabody in April: “Colonel,” I said, “my 
business is almost ruined. Two months ago, when I was first 
afflicted, 1 was a prosperous teacher of ‘elocution. Now I haven't 
a pupil.” 

“You must cure your cold, sir,” said Colonel Peabody, in the 
bluff manner which always marked him. “Sleep out of doors. Noth- 
ing like it. Why, when I was in the army I never knew a sick day. 
Sleep out of doors.” 

Many a moment since I have wished that I had slain the colonel 
when he handed me this first piece of advice. It would have been 
much better for me and for the cold. . 

I slept out of doors. 

‘Two weeks after, with my cold worse than ever, I kicked my 
outdoor bed to pieces and called on a local insurance-agent to pul 
down part of an endowment policy then falling due. 

“Sorry,” the agent said, “but you forfeited that!” 

“What?” 

“Certainly. You've been deliberately sleeping outdoors for 
fourteen nights, have n’t you?” 

“Yes.” . 

“Well, in this office that’s equivalent to attempted suicide, and 
there ’s a clause that forfeits 
your policy for any case of 
attempted suicide.” 

Sick at heart I turned- 
homeward, only to meet the 
colonel on the nearest cor- 
ner. I could have felled 
him but I didn’t. I sim- 
ply took a little more good 
advice. 

“ Whisky,” said Colonel 
Peabody solemnly—“ whis- 
ky is the one thing we found 
infallible in the army. It 
never failed to cure all my 
colds. Your principles are 
against whisky, but what 
are principles to a man who 
has to pronounce it ‘pridzi- 
bles?’” 

Again I listened. Again 
I yielded. 

That evening I retired 
to slumber with a quart 
bottle of cold-killer. It was 
not unpleasant to the taste 
and it filled my mind with 
quaint, ridiculous fancies. 


.nings, is in town. He can fix you up, 





“Shubbuddy to shee.be,” I chuckled, hastiiy 
scampering downstairs in my bathrobe. 
Through the front door poured a 
laughing, shouting mob, all members -of 
the First Church Lend-a-Hand Club to 
which I belonged. 
“ Brother Martin,” said old Mr. Snead, 
a leader in church circles, “this is your 
birthday. We have come to present our 
felicitations and ve 
“Bruzzher Snead,” I cried, grasping 
the old gentleman about the neck, “shay 
do bore—shay do bore. | Bruzzhers, bake 
yourshelves at hobe. Hot Tibe Ol’ ‘lowd 
‘Yo-dight. Your’n ol’ skidflit,, Bruzzher 
Snead, but I lige you. Have a drink!” 
And reaching into the pocket of my 
bathrobe I pulled out the whisky bottle and poured the last five fingers 
all over his reverend white whiskers. 
It ended my connection with the church, but it 
did n’t end the cold. 
Next morning came a letter from that fiend 
in human form—Colonel Peabody. 
“You are as good as well,” he said. 
“Our old regimental surgeon, Dr. Pen- 









because he has performed more opera- 
tions than any other man in the business. 
He brought me through pneumonia in 
the army. See him.” 

Fool that I was, I took the Pea- 
bodian advice again. 

“A chance for a magnificent oper- 
ation,” said Dr. Pennings, with his eyes 
gleaming. “ A magnificent, daring operation. 
But the case demands it!” 

The stovaine he injected into my spinal FINANCIAL NOTE. 


column dulled all feeling. Wonderingly I He Has a Fortune iN His 


stared as he removed the body from my head. Own RIGHT. 

“ At last,” I murmured breathlessly, “at 
last there is a chance of getting rid of this blasted cold.” But I had 
reckoned too soon. With eyes frozen in their sockets I watched my 
detached body rise to its feet and cough heavily twice. At the very 
moment of the operation the cold had descended to my lungs! 


CHAPTER V. 
How St. Peter was Mightily Puzzled and How the Difficulty was Solved. 


“Upon my word,” observed the good saint, “this just beats all! 

I bet Solomon himself could n’t make head or tail of it unless he was 
to get out his old sword and 
compromise by taking in a 
piece of each one of you. 
‘Of course, Mr. Martin, 
your cough was unpleas- 
ant, but then so was Mr. 
Johnson’s experience with 
the book-agent and Mr. 
Mortimer’s with the dra- 
matic critic. They ’re all 
such good, tough - luck 
stories that it clean beats 
me. Yes, sir; it beats me.” 
The old gentleman 
wrinkled his brows and 
gazed so intently at the 
golden pave that he did 
not notice the lean, un- 
happy soul winging it 


‘until the new spirif had 
tapped twice at the Gate. 

“T believe this is Hea- 
ven, ain’t it?” quavered 
the newcomer. 

St. Peter looked up 
suddenly. 

“Seems to me,” he ob- 





I remember laughing up- 
roariously at the pattern on 
the wallpaper when a wild peal 
rang out from the doorbell. 


A RAW DEAL. 


served, “you’ve taken 
your own time about com- 


Escapep Circus TIGER.— Suffering cats! If the health-food factories ingup. The trumpet blew four 
are n’t making substitute men for vegetarian man-eaters! hours ago.” 


- 








wearily through space 
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SUGGESTION TO THE “PERSONALLY CONDUCTED.” 


Me How To SEE THE ART GALLERIES 


OF EUROPE IN THE TIME ALLOWED, 





“Yes yes, I know; but I came up as soon asI could. You 
see, I’m Mrs. Henrietta F. Murray-Smith’s husband.” 

“Indeed!” said St. Peter with a grim smile. “ Your wife was 
here during the big rush. She did n’t wait.” 

“ No, of course not—she wouldn’t. But you see I’m just her 
husband, and it was our golden wedding, and we had a.few neigh- 
bors in for diriner, and the trumpet sounded while we were at table. . 
So Mrs. Smith said I need n’t go till I’d done the dinner dishes as 

_usual, and cleaned up the cellar, and mowed the front lawn, and 
shaved, and beat the hall rug, and locked the door, and swept the 
cobwebs off the side windows.” 

“Your golden wedding!” repeated the Saint, apparently 
stunned. “You had been living like that for fifty years!” 

He motioned the other three to one side. 

“Gentlemen,” he said, “I regret to announce that you will have 
to seek elsewhere for permanent lodgings. But you, Mr. Henrietta 

5 F. Murray-Smith, have fairly won your right to the last place in the 
Mansions of Rest. Enter where the hardest-luck story of all reaches 
its Finis. -Enter!” And a burst of triumphal music bore evidence 
; that one moré tired soul 
had found eternal peace. 
Horatio Winslow, 











“IT IS MY WISH TO APPEAR AS A PRIVATE CITIZEN.” 





WOMAN'S WILES. 


H, WOMAN, in your hours of E’s, 
Why do you spend so many V’s? 

Poor man must mind his P’s and Q’s; 
To earn the X’s that you U’s; 
While he is working like the B’s 
The dough he needs you ’re prone to C’s; 
Yet, with such tact you put him Y’s, 
You seem an angel to his I’s! 


La 
DEMANDED BY- THE TRADE, 


° ps how often have I told you not to say ‘I seen you 
“Now ye look a-here, Maggie,” interrupted Uncle Charlie 
Seaver, laying down his knife and fork, “maybe you will make 
your livin’ by good grammar and higher eddecation; but your ma 
and me, we’re jest obliged to take in summer boarders, and they 
demand th’ dialect if they 
pay our rates. So what I 
say goes, see, whether she’s 
grammiatic or not.” 


LB) 





THE PRIVATE CITIZEN IN BERLIN, THE PRIVATE CITIZEN IN LONDON, 
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IF ANYBODY + 
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ASK HIM. 


DIOGENES, according to tradition, was once visited by 
ALEXANDER THE GREAT. ALEXANDER inquired whether 
he could oblige him in any way. ‘* Yes,” replied DIOGENEs, 
‘*stand from between me and the sun” 
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“NO TRESPASSING ALLOWED.” 


MEADOW path my éager feet invited, 
A path ciose-fringed with daisies white and gold, 
And clover-blooms where yellow bees alighted, . 
And butterflies flew riotous and bold. 
i wandered unmolested and enchanted, 
Far from the pulsing pressure of the crowd, 
When suddenly, amid the daisies planted, 
Appeared a sign “No trespassing allowed!” 


Across its frowning face a robin flitted, 
Then perched upon the edge and chirped in glee 
As if to say “To stay here I’m permitted, 
This sign ’s not meant for little birds like me!” 
I turned, with saddened steps my way retracing, 
The sun dropped down behind a screening cloud, 
It could n't stand my disappointment facing, 
It understood “ No trespassing allowed ! ” 


The pathways that are most to be desired 
Are sure to flaunt that irritating sign, 
It seems to me I never could be hired 
To put such things on any land of mine! 
I’m searching for some place of isolation, 
Some fair, green spot with charity endowed, 
Where I may roam in sweet emancipation 
From signs that read “No trespassing allowed!” 
Anne P. L. Field. 
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"PERFECT SECURITY. 


Ree would you suggest as the best safety device 
in case of mine accidents ?. PutiMAN PoRTER.— Don’t shy, sah! It am 
Mine Macnate.—Some sort of a scheme to automatically on’ly de vackum-cleaneh, which hab supehceded de 

tnuzzle the press as soon as the accident occurs. microbey whiskbroom in dis heah up-to-date cah, sah! 


> NO CAUSE FOR ALARM. 


TRAVELER.—Here! Keep off! What the — 














rooster twwould be entitled to more credit Jor rising early if he didn't 
crow about it. 
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AN APRIL DILEMMA. 
BEFORE THE- SHOWER, BROWN GAVE HIS UMBRELLA TO HIS NEW 
Doc To CARRY; NOW HE’S AFRAID TO ASK FOR IT. 


OBVIOUS OBSERVATIONS 
FROM THE CONVERSATION OF THE BroMiIpDE Lapy. 


Es indeed, it is wonderful, quite wonderful, the way the theaters are built 
nowadays. When I was a girl I had to go to the town-hall to see a show, 
and the floor was level and I could n’t see over the people in front of 

me. It is so much better now; one can see over the persons in front because 
the floor slants up, you know. Really quite an advantage, because when the 
person in front of you is on a lower level than you are, you can see so much 
easier than when he or she is on the same level as you are. Yes indeed! Of 
course you understand I mean the same physical level—I wasn’t speaking of 
social levels. Oh no! 

Then I have noticed another nice thing about the theaters. ‘They are 
better adapted for shows than the old halls. - ‘They have more scenery and 
acoustics, so of course they can show scenes better and you can hear better. I 
mean you can hear better if you are there. You see, a stage with lots of scenery 
can make things look more real. You don’t have to imagine so much. No, 
not nearly so much. 

“ And the exits. There are so many more of them now. ‘With more exits 
there are more places to get out. That is very convenient in case of fire, because 
people can get out quicker when there are a lot of exits than when there are only 
one or two. They won’t be so crowded, you know. I’ve often thought how 
clever it was of the architect to think of that. Yes indeed.” 


Ws Wasn’t it Horace Greeley who said “Go West, young man; go 
West”? 
GiLtis.—Yes. The old boy had a si eye to foresee the Jeffries- 
Johnson fight, om n’t he? 
































KNOCKED INTO A COCKED HAT. 


EFFICIENT MIN 


We have speeded up our ships 
and railways; we have made rapid 
transit more and more rapid; we 
have developed a mile a minute in 
the air and much faster in an 
automobile. 


But the Bell Telephone is quick- 
est of all. It is instantaneous. No 
weeks or days or minutes wasted 
in waiting for somebody to go and 
come; no waiting for ‘an answer. 


It is the most effective agency 
for making minutes more useful, 
more efficient. 








In almost every field of work 
men are accomplishing more in 
less time with the Bell Telephone 
than they could without it. They 
can talk with more people, near 
and far; they can keep the run of 
more details ; they can buy or sell 
more goods, and to better advan- 
tage; they can be active in more 
affairs. 


The Bell Telephone has placed 
a new and higher value upon the 
minute —for everybody. It has 
done this by means of One Policy, 
One System,and Universal Service. 


Bell Long Distance Telephone service not only 
gives an added value to a man’s minates— it 
accomplishes business results which would be 


absolutely impossible without it. 


Every Bell 


Telephone is the Center of the System. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 
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* for cream. — Woman's Home Companion. 








“IMPATIENCE,” said Uncle Eben, “is ginerally de feelin’ you has when 
you wants somebody else to hurry an’ make up foh de time you’s been wastin’.” 


— Washington Star. 


GENTLEMAN (hiring valet).—Then I understand you have some knowledge 
of barbering. You’ve cut hair, off and on? 
AppLicant.—Off, sir, but never on.— Boston Standard. 


Mrs. Hutron.—We are organizing a piano-club, Mr. Flatleigh. Will you 
join us? 

FLATLEIGH.—With pleasure, Mrs. Hutton. What pianist do you propose 
to club first >— Zi#-Bits. : 





Goop ENoucu. 

Wire. —I suppose if you should 
meet some pretty young girl you 
would cease to care for me? 

HusBanp. — What nonsense you 
talk! What do I care for youth or 
beauty? You suit me all right.— 
M. A. P. 


“IT KNOWS a man,” says Uncle Eben, 
“dat says he loves nature. But he 
never goes out in de woods wifout a 
shotgun. Dat’s de way some folks 
loves deir neighbors.”— Wash. Star. 
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“How po you suppose she man- 
ages to keep up appearances on her 
husband’s income ?” 

“ What is her husband’s income?” 

“TI don’t know, but of course it 
can’t be as big as it would have to be 
if they could afford to live as they do.” 
—Record-Herald. 


Mrs. YouncBripE.—Mrs. Smith 
says there is lots of cream on her 
milk-bottles every morning. . Why is 
there never any on ours ? 

THE MiLkMan.— I’m too honest, 
lady, that’s why. I fills my bottles so 
full that there ain’t never no room left 


SUTIMORER!! 
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“TANAHANG?” 
BALTIMORE 


Pears 


Pears’ Soap is the 


UNSURPASSED IN 
FLAVOR 


great alchemist. Women 
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Rae t a. 


Bold at all first-class cafes and by Jobhers, 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 








are made fair by its use 


Sold continuously since 1789. 





No woman is as old as she looks 
—in the morning.——TLifpincott’s. 








Bitters 


Pa 


Aloneit isthe best 
of stimulants and 
tonics. Delicious 
with sherry and 
all mixed drinks. 


Sold Everywhere. 


} 
LUYTIES BROTHERS, 
U. S. Agents, New York. 
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HENRY LINDENMEYR’ & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


Bleecker Street. 
Beet ianmoues 220 Beekman Street. { x 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 


mw YORK. 
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‘“‘Hum! Now that I have had a present of an 
Apollo bust, I hardly know where to place it. 





Abbott’s Bitters be used 
getting the very best. 








Every lover ofa good cocktail should insist that 
in making i 
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CISA EL ELLIS! 
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‘*Hold! I have it! Up over the door is where 
an Apollo head will make the best —— 
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GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
your “Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered botties. 
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Ask for It at the Club, Cafe or Buffet—insist on “Blatz” 
Cc di invited direct 
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“ JacK sent me a handsome mirror for my birthday.” 

“ Oh, that accounts for it.” 

* Accounts for what ?” 

“ Yesterday he asked me if a woman ever got too old to be pleased with 
a looking-glass.”—Boston Transcript. 


MAGISTRATE.—Officer, what is this man charged with ? 

ConsTABLE.—He’s a camera fiend of the worst kind, yer worship. 

MAGISTRATE.—But this man should n’t have been arrested simply because 
he has a mania for taking pictures. ; 

ConsTABLE.—lIt isn’t that, yer worship;~ he takes the cameras. — 
Boston Globe. 

















** Appearance ! "—Zustige Woche. 





“Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott's Bitters be used in making it; insures your 
getting the very best. 





“Dogs your husband ever speak 
harshly to you ?” 

“No. Thank heaven, my husband 
and I are not on speaking terms! ”— 
Chicago Record-Herald. 


“THE reason auctioneers make 
money,” says the Philosopher of Folly, 


| L 
“is that so many people think it only L IM PE R I A 


costs ’em a nickel to raise the other / Extra Dr § 


fellow’s bid five cents.”—Cleveland 
Leader. 


THE LANDLADY (summoned by 
groans ).—Oh sir, you do look bad! 
Shall I send for a doctor? 

THe LobcER (who has had a wild 
night at theclub).—No! Geta snake- 
charmer !— Sketch. 


The American 
Champagne 


—better than 


“T UNDERSTAND you have a new 
President down in your republic,” said 
the Philadelphian. 

“Not at all,” retorted the Central 
American; “we have had the same 
President for six weeks.”—Philade/- | 
phia Record. 














: SUBSCRIBE FOR PUCK 
4 IF you are tired of slapstick 
humor; if you are weary of the 
dull, pointless opposite, commonly 
known as the “He and She” sort; 
if you look for something more 
than horseplay in humor, and like 
occasionally a grain of truth with 
your fun, we say again to you: 


‘‘Subscribe for PUCK !’’ 


PUCK was first in the field 34 years ago, and it stays first to-day. 
It is not a weekly revival of worn-out jokes, spineless cartoons, and com- 
monplace pictures. PUCK is different. 


PUCK IS OUT OF THE RUT 


PUCK does n't revive old jokes, because it draws most of its 
fun from timely things. It doesn’t print spineless cartoons, be- 
cause it doesn’t have to, being independent of political rings 
and “immune lists.” It does n't use pictures that are common- 
place, because every picture, even the smallest, in PUCK must 
help to express a definite idea and one worth expressing. 


AS A HOME PAPER 


PUCK is sure to please. @ It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggest- 
ive. 4 It is attractive pictorially, because its artists are among the best. 
q It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political history of 
the times. 4 It is not.a juvenile publication, but it is better for children 
than the comic supplements of the Sunday newspapers. @ And its annual 
Christmas number, sent without extra'‘charge to subscribers, is as fine a 
publication as skill, careful preparation, and a high standard can make it. 


PUCK is not local; it is National. It caters to 
no clique or class, political or social. PUCK 
meets the American demand for a Wideawake 
Humorous Weekly. 


Published every Wednesday 


Subscription Rates 


$5.00 per Year 
$2.50 Six Months 
$1.25 Three Months 


Adiress PUCK 


NEW YORK 
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THE REASON WHY THE 





THIS DIAGRAM ILLUSTRATES THIS ILLUSTRATES QUANTITY 


QUANTITY OF GOLD IN OF GOLD IN THE 
MMITATION BUTTONS KREMENTZ BUTTON 


Every dealer authorized to give a new 


Krementz Collar Button 


in exchange for an old one that is broken from 
any cause, and ask no questions. 

We make this offer because Krementz Buttons 
are made for hard service, of honest materials, 
with no solder joints. 

The quality is stamped on the back and guar- 
anteed. Shape is just right. 

Easy to button and unbutton. 


Look for the name ‘‘KREMENTZ” on the 
back and _be sure to get the genuine, 


At all dealers. Solid gold and rolled plate. 
Send for Story of Collar Button 
Krementz & Co., 61 Chestnut St., Newark, N. J. 
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TOUCHING VERSE. 


At first she touches up her hair 
To see if it’s in place, 
And then with manner debonair 
She touches up her face. 
A touch to curls behind her ear, 
A touch to silken collar, 
And then she’s off to hubby 
dear— 
To touch him for a dollar. 
— Times- Democrat. 


CaseEy’s VACATION. 


Casey’s wife was at the 
hospital where she had under- 
gone a very serious operation 
a few days before. 

Mrs. Kelly called to inquire 
as to Mrs. Casey’s condition. 

“Is she restin’ quietly?” 
Mrs. Kelly asked. 

“No, but J am,” said 
Casey. —ational Monthly. 


AN automobile enthusiast 
proposes the building of a 
motor road from the Atlantic 
to the Pacific, with road- 
houses and garages every 
five miles. Why omit hos- 
pitals?>—Vew York Evening 
Post. 











AGiuld  _ 
Cocktail 


ISA BOTTLED DELIGHT 


Just strain through cracked ice and 
serve CLUB COCKTAILS to your 
guests and they'll dub you the 
finest mixer in the land. CLUB 
COCKTAILS are already mixed-to- 
measure—a doubly more perfect 
drink than any made-by-chance- 
work kind could ever be. 


’ Have a bottle always 
handy inthe house. Nine 
men out of ten prefer 
them absolutely. 


Martini (gin base) and 
Manhattan( whiskey base) 
are the most- popular. 
At all good dealers. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN 
& BRO. 


New York 
Hartford 
London 
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Yes, Indeed, 

Sir. The very 

best we have 
to offer. 


CAMBRIDGE 
in boxes of ten 


AMBASSADOR 35c 


the after-dinner size 
In Cork and Plain Tips 
“*The Little Brown Box”* 
Factories: Cairo, London, New York, and Montreal. 


” 





Most APPROPRIATE. 


“John D. Rockefeller, Jr.,” said a New York banker, asked me one Satur- 
day afternoon a good Biblical text to base an address on. 

“<T am thinking,’ he said, ‘about that beautiful verse from the Twenty- 
third Psalm—The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want.’ 

“‘¢ Beautiful and appropriate,’ I agreed. 
a better verse in the same psalm—Thou anointest my head with oil; my cup 
runneth over.’ ”— Washington Star. 


‘But, Rockefeller, there is even 








YOU CAN GAMBLE 
On one thing every time: The use 
of adulterants is bad, whether they 
be used in food or in political car- 
toons. The Pure Food Law forbids 
their use in food. No law. as yet 
prohibits their use in cartoons. 


@ Adulterants, introduced into food, do 
injury to a man’s in’ards. Introduced 
into cartoons, they do injury to his brain- 
cells by stocking them with wrong im- 
pressions. In both cases the damage 
may be slight, but it is there. 


@ An adulterated cartoon is one in- 
tended to mislead, to misrepresent. 
The adulterants not always are sup- 
plied by the paper which prints it. 
Sometimes they, are ; as in cases where, 
by toadyism, a paper plans to curry 
favor with certain powerful interests: 
More often they come from the interests 
themselves, which, directly controlling a 
paper, shape its politics to serve their 
own ends while pretending to serve the 
publics. 


@ Puck’s Political cartoons are not 
mixed with adulterants, The owners 
of this paper Own it. ‘And they 
operate it, The views of PUCK on 
public issues are PUCK’S own views. 


@ We do not mean to suggest that you 
must agree with us on every stand we 
take, or else be considered an “un- 








RAPID HEART. 
LADY PRACTITIONER.—When I feel a patient’s pulse I generally deduct ten 


beats. I allow that much for my personality.—Megyendorfer Blatter, 





desirable.” We merely say that when 
you disagree with us, you disagree with 
US, and not with this or that trust, or 
group of interests, using PUCK as a 
make-up. 


@ The variety and scope of PUCK’S 
cartoons are best suggested by the 
appended list, all of which were 
treated strikingly and forcefully in 
the last volume: 


On the proposition to form a Consumers’ 
Party. 

On the Insurgent Movement in the Senate. 

On Child Labor Abuses in the United States. 

On the suggestion that the tariff be taken 
out of politics. 

On the Income Tax ‘Amendment to the 
Constitution. 

On the German War Scare in England. 

On the “ Awakening of the West.’’ 

On the Ballinger-Pinehot controversy. 

On President Taft’s reception in the West- 
ern States. 

On the “ Dreadnought” rivalry among the 

_ _ Powers. 

On the Split in the Republican Party. 

On Cold-Storage Abuses. 

On the alliance between political bosses 

_ and public-service corporations. 

On the In and Out of our Penal System. 

On “My Policies” in the hands of Taft. 

On the New York municipal election. 

On President Taft and “the revolt of the 
West.” 

On “Dummy Homesteaders”’ in the Public 
Land tracts. 

On the Sugar Trust Prosecutions. 

On Monopoly—* A Brute with Brains.” 

On the People, Aldrich, and the Central 
Bank. 

On the Budget Campaign in England. 

On Republican discord in Congress. 

On Lincoln and the “Common People.’’ 

On the Investigation of Pinchot’s charges 
against Ballinger. 

On the workings of our criminal law. 


PUCK is to America what 
“Punch” is to England. 


If your newsdealer does n’t handle PUCK 
ask him to order it for you. 


Tell Your Newsdeale’ 


Quy 


NEXT WEEK. 
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$400,000.00 
T Victor Typewriter Company 


Incorporated under the Laws of the State of New York. 


@ The capital stock of The Victor Typewriter Company 
has recently been increased from $350,000 to $750,000. The 


new issue is for the purpose of increasing the output of the plant. 


@ A portion of this common stock is now offered to the public. 
Par value $100 a share. 


@ The factory has orders in hand for 7,500 machines. 
The Victor retails at $100. 


@ Not more than $150,000 worth of this new issue will be 
sold at the present time, and the right to reject any application, 
and to award a smaller amount than applied for, is reserved. 








G. W. CAMPBELL, 812 Greenwich Street, New York. 








IN THE PRESENT. 
« And before I accepted him,” Miss Passay was saying, “I asked him if he 
would love me when | was old.” 
“The idea!” exclaimed Miss Bright. “Why, if he proposed to you he had 
already proven that, had n’t he?”—Catholic Standard and Times. 


Sin WaLter’s Knock. 
“ Ruff on the cloak.” remarked Sir Walter Raleigh, as he spread down his 
velvet garment before Queen Elizabeth. He could n’t resist giving her this 
little wrap.— Nitncstciial S. 











THE CHAPERONS., 
ere Blatter. 











‘THE WALKING OF WESTON; 
Always Stimulates 
INTE T IN ST IN WALKING 


ALLEN’S FOOT FOOT-EASE 





Quite TRUE. 


CHESTER.—See the lady bug on thé 
dresser ! 

ARCHIE.—That’s not a lady bug. 
Lady bugs never go into young gen- 
tlemen’s rooms. 














Shake Into Your Shoes CuHEsTeR.—But this is a landlady 
Allen's Foot t-Rase, the antiseptic: bug.— Zhe Gargoyle. 


painful, swollen, smarting, ner- 
vous feet, and takes the sting out 
of corns and bunions. 

. Greatest 


comfort 
age. Allen’s Foot-Ease makes, 
tight or new shoes feel easy. It 
is a certain cure for ingrowing 
nails and hot, tired, aching feet. 
TRY IT TO-DAY. Sold everywhere. 
any substitute. 


"Gervewaato FREE nia ragnace 


ALLEN S. OLMSTED, Le Roy, N. Y. 3 


Oxtp Lapy.—What’s the title of 
that picture, dear ? 

DauGHTER.— Dogs; after Sir Edwin 
Landseer. 

Op Lapy.—I can see the dogs, but 
where on earth is Landseer ? 

DauGHTer. — Perhaps he’s run 
away.—M/. 4. P 
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The “Safety Lather” of 
Colgate’s Barbers’ Shaving Powder 
is your protection. 


AMOUS chemists certify that “as a 
Gidlh = shaving lather it is germicidal.” 
weth the max 


With every shave you get fresh, clean 
soap that has never been out of its 
dust-proof box. Your own individual 
lather is made for your own private shave. 


If a cup is used, it can be washed 
out completely after each shave. 


Colgate’s wonderful powder is as 
quick as it is clean. Your turn in the 
chair comes sooner and goes quicker. 
It combines with the water as soon as 
it touches the bristles, and starts soften- 
ing your beard the instant the brush 
touches your face. 


For cleanliness, comfort and con- 
venience you will enjoy the latest im- 
provement in modern shaving. 


COLGATE’S 


BARBERS’ 
SHAVING - POWDER 
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Weidincs OF A COOK. 


Mr. Honeyman looked hopefully at the pleasant, rosy-faced Norwegian 
girl with whom the manager of the employment bureau had accorded him an 
interview. “Can you wash and iron?” he asked. 

“Yaas, I do dose,” retorted the cheerful Minna. 

“And can you wait on the table—I mean will you—and answer the door- 
dell?” Mr. Honeyman faltered. “My wife is quite determined on those 
points.” 

“ Yaas, I do dose,” and Minna continued to beam benevolenily. 

“And you can cuok, of course,” said Mr. Honeyman. 

“Yaas,” said Minna for the third time. “I do dat fine ven you keep her 
busy so she do not help me.”— Youth's Companion. 








STRONG NOVELS FOR $ 


THE MOST REMARKABLE OFFER OF HIGH-GRADE 
FICTION EVER MADE BY A GREAT MAGAZINE 


ALREADY ISSUED 


1—‘‘ The Heaven of the Unexpected”’ by Lucy Meacham Thurston — unique in plot, brisk in 
action and of powerful heart interest. (Jan.) 

2—‘‘ The Gold Bag"’ by Carolyn Wells—author of ‘‘The Clue” a stirring detective story that 
— its secret tothe very end. (Feb.) 

‘The Substitute” by Eleanor M. Ingram—an automobile story, remarkably intéresting 

Bi realistic, containing a most vivid description of an up-to-date motor race. (March ) 

The remaining numbers will contain novels of equal force and character by such authors— Mrs. 
John Van Vorst, Rupert Sargent Holland, Will Levington Comfort, and others. 


These three numbers also contain ‘he first instalments of a remarkable series of articles by 
Joseph M. Rogers on “* What is Wrong With our Public Schools ”" which has stirred the educa- 
tional centers of our country. You cannot afford to miss them. 


SEND ONE DOLLAR TO-DAY 


and we will mail you at once the copies of Lippincott's Magazine already issued containing these 
eight remarkable novels and send the other numbers as rapidly as issued, 


BESIDES THESE EICHT COMPLETE NOVELS 


LIPPINCOTT’S contains in the foregoing eight numbers of 1910 over 50 short stories, nearly 50 
interesting articles, and over 150 pages of fresh American humor—no continued stories, 
every issue complete. 
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address 
Lippincott’s Magazi ; 
Only 850 Sets} 25c. “Lippincotts Magazine 52.50 | Mail One 
Now Remain| a Cop; East Washington Square a Sear Dollar Now 
PHILADELPHIA 
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Song versus Salad. 
A BIGAMOUS TALE. 


YDASPES DARIUS JONES was young, F 
And he courted the Muse with poetic tongue, 
He piped and he warbled at sundry times 
In ballads and sonnets and jingly rhymes, 
In rippling measures and dulcet tones,— 
But thin as a rail was Hydaspes Jones. 





Evadne Hicks was a buxom lass, 

She cooked for her pa, and saved his “ brass.’’ 
Her soul it was thrilled by Hydaspes’ art; 

But his sve/te exterior touched her heart: 

“One genuine meal he shall have,’’ quoth she; 
And she bade Pa Hicks bring him home to tea. , 


Hydaspes ate of the feast she spread, 

Creamed chicken, jam, pickles, and home-made bread, 
And he cried: “Though I’m wed to a heavenly muse, 
Such an earthly wife I could very well use. 

Sweet maiden, wilt thou be a poet’s bride?” 

“ Oh, thank you, I’d like to!’’ Evadne sighed. 


Alas for Hydaspes Darius Jones ! 

No longer he warbled in dulcet tones, 

For his Muse’s favor in vain he’d sigh 

After turkey and waffles and hot mince-pie. 

On Evadne’s system he soon grew fat— 

And where is the goddess would stand for that ? 






You ask the fate of the wedded pair, 

From happiness plunged to such black 
despair ? 

At present they ’re at Palm Beach for 
health, 

For Evadne’s boarding-house brought 
them wealth; 

They tour the land in a limousine, 

E’en Pegasus could n’t beat their 
machine. 


There’s a saying, famous as it is old, 

“Don’t kill the goose with the eggs of 
gold.” 

My tale has a moral as easily sung: 

“Don’t stuff the bird with the silver 
tongue.” 

But I'll add another at which to look: 

“ Don’t wed the Muse—for she cannot cook,” 

Alice Lovett Carson. 


